
The Tr/tjTiTe 

But where to morrow ? well all is one for that ; 

Who hath defcried the number of the foe ; 

2^or. Six orfeueuthoufand is their grsatell number. 
King. Why,ourbatta)ian trebles that account, 

Befides that a Kings name is a cower of ftrength. 

Which they vpon the acluers party want: 

Vp with my tent there valiant Gentlemen, 

Let vs futuey the vantage of the field, 

Call for fomc men of found direction. 

Lets want nodifcipIine,makc no delay, 

For Lords , to morrow is a bufie day, Exemt. 

Enter Richmond with the Lords. 

Rich. The weary Sunnc bath made a golden feat. 

And by the bright tracke of his fiery Carre, 

Cities fignail of a goodly day to morrow , 

Where is Sit mtltum Brandon, he (bail beare my ftanderd, 
The Eatlc of Pembrooko kcepc his regiment. 

Good Captaine Blnntjbezte my good night to him. 

And by the fecond houre in the morning, 

Dcfire the Earle t© fee mein myTent. 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thougoeft, 

Where is Lord Stanley quarterd, doeft thou know ? 

Blrnt. VnlesI hauc miftainc hiscoloucs much, 

Which well I am allur'd I haue not done. 

Hisregimcnt lieth halfe a mile at leaft, 

South from the mighty power of the King. 

$ Rich. If without petill it be poffible, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good night to him 
Aad giuehhn from me this moil needfull fctowle. * 

Blunt. Ypon my life ray Lord, lie vendrtake it. 

Rich. Farewell Good Blunt. 

Giue me fomc Inke and paper in my tent, 
lie draw the forme and modle of our battell, 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And parcin ioft proportion our final' ftrength : 

Come let vs ccnfult vpon to morrowes bufinefTe. 

Into our tent, the aire is raw and cold. 

Enter Kmg Richard ) Nor»'R^ntcliffe ) fcuttsbji 
King. W hat is a ciocke / 




~&J Richard the Ttnra* 

Cat. It is fix of the clocke full fupper time. 

IO „„ I will not fup to night, giue meforoe Inke and paper, 
What is my Beauer eaficr then it was ? 

And all my armour laid into my tent. 

Cat It is my Leige.and all things ate in rcadmefle. 

Km. Good Norfolk hie thee to thy charge, 

Vfe carefull watch, chufetruftie CcntinelL 
Nor. I g® c m y Lord. 

Xi„g. Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norfolk** 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

King. Catesby. 

Rat, My Lord. 

King. Send out a Pursuant at armes 
To Stanleys regiment,bid him bring his power 
Before Sua-tifing, leaft his fonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of eternall night, 

Fill me a boule of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my ftaues be found and not tooheauy Rateltp 

K^^slweft thou the melancholy L. Northumberland, ? 
Rat. 'Thomas the Earle of Surrey finA himlelfe, 

Much like Coekfhut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army chering vp the fouldiers. 

Ktng.hl amfatisfied, giuemca boule of win?, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpiric, 

Nor eleare of mind that I was wont to haue : 

Set it downe, is Inke and paper ready ? 

R<«, It is my Lord. 

King, Bid my guard watch, leauc me, 

Ratcliffe about the midftofnigbt come to my tent 

And helps to arme me , loaue me I fay. Exit Rat 

Enter Darby to Richmond in his tent , 

Dar. Fortune and viftory fit one thy helme. 

Rtch. AH comfort that rhedarke night can aford, 

Be to thy perfon, noble father in lawe. 

Till me how fares our noble mother? 

Dar. I by atuirncy blc ffe thee from thy motner, 

Who pr'ayes continually for Richmonds good 
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